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Nearer home, the Bonifica Integrale (Integral Land
Reclamation Scheme) has gained an equal if not a greater
success. I first saw the Pontine Marshes, near Rome, in
1901, when they were vast swamps, picturesque enough,
but sinister and malarious.

In prehistoric times the Volscians had drained and cul-
tivated this territory, but when they were conquered (or
because they contracted malaria?) they lost heart and dug
no more: their canals filled, and the water in them stag-
nated. Since those far-off days the reclamation of the
Pontine Marshes was often considered and sometimes
attempted. Julius Csesar might have succeeded in carry-
ing out the vast labours necessary, had not the dagger of
Brutus crossed his plans; after him no Pope or Emperor
had the strength for the task, until Mussolini. Napo-
leon's engineers attempted the task, but failed. And
now, where buffaloes used to wallow, corn is growing;
where bull-frogs croaked there is now the laughter of
children.

At the lovely old Renaissance castle of Ninfa, some
twenty miles from Littoria, you can still see what these
swamps were like before the Black Shirts drained
them. They are beautiful, but better to look at than to
live in: in other parts, where the Bonifica has been
at work, the mists over the marshes have parted, reveal-
ing churches, assembly-halls, cinemas, shops, market
gardens, flowers, trim homesteads, new cities, new roads,
150,000 acres won from the waste of Nature, now full
of fertile crops, and inhabited by 3,000 sturdy peasant
families.

Circe, from the mountain where she turned the sailors
into swine, looks down upon a thriving colony. Where
Lucullus feasted on larks' tongues is now Sabaudia.
Nearby are Littoria, Pontinia, Aprilia; and Pomezia is
a-building. The age-old curse of malaria has been stamped